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bull, the crowd was silent. The spring sky over Aalborg, Denmark, 
was high and blue; and on the weather-grayed red brick wall of the 
building before them a man was dying upon the triple blades, ac- 
cording to an alien law. The two invokers, judges and executioners 
of that law, sat their riding beasts, watching, less than two long paces 
from where Shane Evert stood in the crowd of humans on foot, 

“My son,” the older and bulkier of the two was saying to the 
younger in the heavy Aalaag tongue, plainly unaware that there was 
a human nearby who could understand him, “as I've told you re- 
peatedly, no creature tames overnight. You've been warned that 
when they travel in a family the male will defend his mate, the female 
and male defend their young.” 

“But, my father,” said the younger, “there was no reason. 1 only 
struck the female aside with my power-lance to keep her from being 
ridden down. It was a consideration I intended, not a discipline or 
an attack... .” 

Their words rumbled in Shane's ears and printed themselves in 
his mind. Like giants in human form, medieval and out of place, the 
two massive Aalaag loomed beside him, the clear sunlight shining 
‘on the green and silver metal of their armor and on the red, camel- 
like creatures that served them as riding animals. Their concern was 
with their conversation and the crowd of humans they supervised in 
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this legal deathwatch, Only slightly did they pay attention to the 
‘man they had hung on the blades 

“Mercifully, for himself as well as for the humans forced to witness 
hhis death, it happened that the Dane undergoing execution had 
been paralyzed by the power-lance. called by the Aalaag a “long 
‘urm,"" before he had been thrown upon the three sharp lengths of 
metal protruding from the wall twelve feet above the ground. The 
bblades had pierced him while he was still unconscious, and he had 
passed immediately into shock. So that he was not now aware of his 
‘own dying, or of his wife, the woman for whom he had incurred the 
death penalty, who lay dead at the foot of the wall below him. Now 
hhe himself was almost dead. But while he was still alive all those in 
the square were required by Aalaag law to observe. 

". , . Nonetheless,” the alien father was replying, “the male mis- 
underntood. And when cattle make errors, the master is responsible. 
You are responsible for the death of this one and his female—which 
had 10 be. (o show that we are never in error, never to be attacked by 
the native beasts we have conquered. But the responsibility is 
yout.” 

Under the bright sun the metal on the alien pair glittered as 
ancient and primiuve ay the bronze statue of the bull or the blades 
projecting from the homely brick wall. But the watching humans 
would have learned long since not to be misled by appearances. 

Tradition. and something like superstition among the religionless 
‘Aalaag. preserved the weapons and armor of a time already more 
than fifty thousand Earth years lost and gone in their history, on 
whatever world had given birth to these nine-foot-tall conquerors of 
humanity, Buc their archaic dress and weaponry were only for show. 

The real power of the two watching did not lie in their swords and 
Jong arms, but in the little black-and-gold rods at their belts, in the 
jewels of the rings on their massive forefingers, and in the tiny, 
continuously moving orifice in the pornmel of each saddle, looking 
eternally and restlessly left and right at the crowd. 

“Then itis true, The fault is mine," said the Aalaag son submis: 
sively. “I haye wasted good cattle.” 

Lis true good cattle have been wasted,” answered his father, 
“innocent cattle that originally had no intent to challenge our law. 
‘And for thac f will pay a fine, because Tam your father and itis to my 
blame that you made an error. But you will pay me back five times 
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over, because your error goes deeper than mere waste 
postake sees goes of good 

“Deeper, my Father?” 

‘Shane kept his head utterly still within the concealing shadow of 
the hood of his pilgrim’s cloak. The two could have no suspicion 
that one of the cattle of Lyt Ahn, Aalaag Governor of all Earth, stood 
less than the length of a long arm from them, able to understand 
every word they spoke. But it would be wise not to attract their 
attention. An Aalaag father did not ordinarily reprimand his son in 
Public, or in the hearing of any cattle. The heavy voices rumbled on. 
and the blood sang in Shane's ears 

“Much deeper, my son. . .” 

The sight of the figure on the blades before him sickened Shane. 
He had tried to screen it from himself with one of his own private 
imaginings—the image he had dreamed up of a human outlaw 
whom no Aalaag could catch or conquer. A human who went about 
the world anonymously, like Shane, in pilgrim’s robes: but, unlike 
‘Shane, exacting vengeance from the aliens for each wrong they did 
toa man, woman, or child. However, in the face of the bloody reality 
‘on the wall before Shane, fantasy failed. Now, though, out of the 
comer of his right eye, he caught sight of something that momen- 
tarily blocked that reality from his mind and sent a thrill of unrea- 
sonable triumph running through him, 

Barely four meters or so beyond and above him and the riders on 
the two massive beasts, the sagging branch of an oak tree pushed its 
tip almost into the line of vision between Shane's eyes and the 
bladed man. On the end of the branch, among the new green leaves 
of the year, was a small, cocoonlike shape, already broken. From it 
hhad just recently struggled the still crumpled shape of a butterfly 
that did not yet know what its wings were for. 

How it had managed to survive through the winter here was 
beyond guessing. Theoretically, the Aalaag had exterminated all 
insects in towns and cities. But here it was, a butterfly of Earth being 
born even as a man of Earth was dying—a small life for a large. An 
utterly disproportionate feeling of triumph sang in Shane. Here was 
a life that had escaped the death sentence of the aliens and would 
live in spite of the Aalaag—that is, if the (wo now watching on their 
great red mounts did not notice it as it waved its wings, stiffening 
them for flight. 
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They must not notice. Unobtrusively. lost in the crowd with his 
rough gray pilgrim's cloak and staff, undistinguished among the 
other drab humans, Shane drifted night, toward the aliens, until the 
branch tip with its emerging butterfly hung squarely between him 
and the man on the wal. 

1K was superstition, magic . . . call it what you like, it was the 
only help he could give the butterfly. The chances for the small life 
now beginning on the branch tip should, under any cosmic justice, 
be insured by the larger life now ending for the man on the wall. 
The one should balance out the other. Shane fixed the nearer shape 
of the butterfly in his gaze so that it hid the farther figure of the man 
on the blades, He bargained with fate. 1 will not blink, he told 
himself, and the butterfly will stay invisible to the Aalaag. They will 
see only the man. . « 

Beside him, neither of the massive, metabclad figures had noticed 
his moving: They were still talking. 

"in battle,” the father was saying. “each of us is equal to 
more than a thousand thousand of such as these. We would be 
nothing if not that. ut though one be superior to so many, it does 
not follow that the many are without force against the one. 
nothing, therefore. and do not be disappointed. Though they are 
now ours, inside themselves these new cattle suill remain what they 
were when we conquered them, feasts, as yet untamed to proper 
Jove of us, Do you understand me now?” 

“No, my father.” 

There was a burning in Shane's throat, and his eyes blurred so 
that he could hardly see the butterfly clinging tightly co its branch 
and yielding at last (0 the instinctive urge to unfold its crumpled, 
damp wings and spread them to their full expanse. The wings 
sprend, orange, brown and black—tike an omen, it wax that species 
of sub-Arctic butterfly called a “Pilgrim”—just as Shane himself was 
called a “pilgrim” because of the hooded robe he wore, The day 
three years ago at the University of Kansas rose in his mind. He 
remembered standing in the student union, among the mass of 
other students and faculty, listening to the broadcast announcing 
that the Earth had been conquered, even before any of them had 
fully grasped that beings from a far world had landed amongst 
them. He had not felt anything then except excitement, mixed per- 
haps with a not unpleasant apprebension. 
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“Someone's going to have (o interpret for us to those aliens,” he 
had told his friends cheerful, "Language specialists ike me—We' 
. 

But it had been for the aliens rather than to the aliens that inter- 
preting had needed to be done—and he was not, Shane told himself, 
the stulf of which underground resistance fighters were made, 

Only . . . in the last two years 

Almost directly over him, the voice of the elder Aalaag rumbled 
‘on. “To conquer is nothing. Anyone with power can conquer, We 
tule—which is a greater art. We rule because eventually we change 
the very nature of our cattle.” 


said the older. "Over their generations we teach them to 
Jove us. We tame them into good kine. Beasts still, but broken to 
obedience. To this end we leave them their own laws, their religions, 
their customs, Only one thing we do not tolerate—the concept of 
defiance against our will. And in time they tame to this,” 

“But—always, my father?” 

“Always, say!” Restlessly, the father’s huge riding animal shifted 
its weight on its hooves, crowding Shane a few inches sideways. He 
moved. But he kept his eyes on the butterfly, "When we first arrive, 
some fight us—and die. Only we know that itis the heart of the beast 
that must be broken. So we teach them first the superiority of our 
‘weapons, then of our bodies and minds; finally, that of our law, At 
last, with nothing of their own lefi 10 cling to, their beast-bearts 
crack, and they follow us unthinkingly, blindly loving and crusting us 
like newborn pups behind their dam, no longer able to dream of 
‘opposition to our will.” 

“And all is well?” 

“Allis well for my son, his son, and his son’s son,” said the father, 
“But until that good moment when the hearts of the cattle break, 
‘each small flicker of the flame of rebellion that erupts delays the 
coming of their final and utter love for us. Inadveriently here, you 
allowed that flame (o flicker to life once more.” 

“T was in error. In the future I will avoid such mistakes.” 

“I shall expect no less.” said the father. “And now the beast is 
dead. Let us go on." 

“They set their riding beasts in motion and moved off. Around 
them, the crowd of humans sighed with the release of tension, Up 
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on the triple blades, the victim now hung motionless. His eyes 
stared as he hung there without «witch or sound. The butterfiy's 
‘wings waved slowly between the dead face and Shane's, The sect 
ified like a colorful shadow and thuttered away, rising into the 
dazzle of the sunlight above the square until it was lost 10 the sight 
of Shane. A feeling of victory exploded in him. Subtract one man, be 
thought half crazily. Add one buttertly—one small Pilgrim to defy 
the Aalaay, 

About him, the crowd was dispersing. The butterfly was gone. His 
feverish elation over its excape cooled and he looked about the 
square. The Aalaag father and son were more than halfway across it, 
heading toward a farther exiting street, One of the few clouds in the 
sky moved across the face of the sun, graying and dimming the light 
in the square. Shane felt the coolness of a little breeze on his hands 
and face, Around him now, the square was almost empty. In a few 


seconds he would be alone with the dead man and the empty cocoon 
that had given up the butterfly 

He looked once more at the dead man. The face was still, but the 
light breeze stirred some ends of long blond hair that were hanging 
down. 

Shane shivered in the abrupt chill from the breeze and the with- 


it and fear. Now that it was all over, there was @ shaki- 
nest inside him, and nausea... He had seen too many of the 
aliens’ executions these last wo years, He dared not go back to 
Aalaag Headquarters feeling ax he did now 

‘He might well have to inform Lyt Ahn of the incident which had 
delayed hisn in his courier duties: and in no way while telling i muse 
he betray his natural feetingy at what he had seen, The Aalaag 
expected their personal cattle to be like themselves—spartan, un 
yielding, above taking notice of pain in themrelves or others. Any 
one of the human cattle who allowed his emotions to become visible 
would be “sick,” in Aalaag terms. It would reflect on the character of 
an Aalaag master—even if he was Governor of all Earth—a he 
permitted his household to contain unhealthy cattle 

Shane could end up on the blades himself, for all that yr Ahn had 
always seemed (o like him, personally. He would have to get his 
feelings under control, and time for that was short. At best, he could 
steal pethaps half an hour more from his schedule in addition to 
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‘what had already been spent watching the execution—and in those 
thirty minutes he must manage to pull himself together, He turned 
away, down a street behind him leading from the square, following 
the last of the dispersing crowd. 

The street had been an avenue of small shops once, interspersed 
with an occasional larger store or business establishment. Physi- 
cally, it had not changed. The sidewalks and the street pavement 
were free of cracks and litter. The windows of the stores were whole, 
‘even if the display areas behind the glass were mainly empty of 
oods, The Aalaag did not tolerate dirt or rubble. They had wiped 
‘out with equal efficiency and impartiality the tenement areas of large 
cities and the ruins of the Parthenon in Athens; but the level of 
living permitted to most of their human cattle was bone-bare mini- 
‘mal, even for those who were able to work long hours 

‘A block and a hall from the square, Shane found and turned in ata 
doorway under the now dark shape of what had once been the 
lighted neon sign of a bar, He entered a large gloomy room hardly 
changed from the past, except that the back shelf behind the bar 
itself was bare of the multitude of liquor bottles which it had been 
designed to hold. Only sinall amounts of dintlled liquors were al- 
Jowed to be made, nowadays, People drank the local wine or beer. 

Jost now the place was crowded, with men for the most part. All of 
them silent after the episode in the square; and all of them drinking 
draft ale with swift, heavy gulps from the tall, thick-walled glasses 
they held in their hands. Shane worked his way down to the service 
area in the far corner. The bartender stood there loading trays with 
filled glasses for the single waitress (take to the tables and booths 


A moment later, a full glass was placed in front of him. He paid, 
and leaned with his elbows on the bar, his head in his hands, staring, 
imo the depths of the brown liquid 

‘The memory of the dead man on the blades, with his hair stirring 
in the wind, came back to Shane. Surely, he thought, there must be 
‘some portent in the butterfly also being called a Pilgrim? He tried to 
‘put the image of the insect between himself and the memory of the 
dead man, but here, away from the blue sky and suntight, the small 
shape would not take form in his mind's eye. In desperation, Shane 
reached again for his private mental comforter—the fantasy of the 


8 Gordon R. Dickson 


man in a hooded robe who could defy all Aalaag and pay them back 
for what they had done. He almost managed to evoke it. But the 
Avenger image would not hold in his head. It kept being pushed 
aside by the memory of the man on the blades. 

““Undikylde!" said voice in his ear. “Herre... Herre!” 

For a fraction of a second he heard the words only as foreign 
noises. In the emotion of the moment, he had slipped into thinking 
in English. Then the sounds translated. He looked up, into the face 
of the bartender. Beyond, the bar was already half-empty once 
more. Few people nowadays could spare more than a few minutes 
from the constant work required to keep themselves from going 
hungry—or, worse yet, from being forced out of their jobs and into 
becoming legally exterminable vagabonds. 

“Excuse me,” said the bartender again; and this time Shane's 
mind was back in Denmark with the language. "Sir, But you're not 
drinking,” 

It was true, Before Shane the glass was still full. Beyond it, the 
bartender’s face was thin and curious, watching him with the amoral 
curiosity of a ferret 

b .” Shane checked himself, He had almost started explain 
ing who he was—which would not be safe. Few ordinary humans 
Joved those of their own kind who had become servants in some 
Aalaag household, 

“Disturbed by what you saw in the square, sir? It's understand- 
able," said the bartender. His green eyes narrowed. He leaned 
closer and whispered. “Perhaps something stronger than beer? 
How long since you've had some schnapps?” 

‘The sense of danger snapped awake in Shane's mind. Aalborg 
had once been famous for its aquavit, but that was before the Aalaag 
came. The bartender must have spotted him as a stranger—some- 
‘one possibly with money, Then suddenly he realized he did not care 
what the bartender had spotted, or where he had gotten a distilled 
liquor. It was what Shane needed right now—something explosive 
to counter the violence he had just witnessed 
Ill cost you ten,” murmured the bartender. 

Ten monetary units was a day's wage for a skilled carpenter— 
though only a small fraction of Shane's pay for the same hours. The 
‘Aalaag rewarded their household cattle well. Too well. in the minds 
of most other humans. That was one of the reasons Shane moved 
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around the world on his master’s errands wearing the cheap and 
unremarkable robe of a pilgrim 

“Yes,” he said. He reached into the pouch at the cord about his 
waist and brought forth his money clip. The bartender drew in his 
breath with a lite hiss. 

“Sir,” he said, “you don't want to flash a wad, particularly a wad 
like that, in here nowadays.”” 

“Thanks. I... Shane lowered the money clip below battop 
level as he peeled off @ bill. “Have one with me.” 

“Why, yes. sir,” said the bartender. His eyes glinted, like the 
metal of the Cimbrian bull in the sunlight. "Since you can afford 
oo 

His thin hand reached across and swallowed the bill Shane offered 
hhim. He ducked below the counter level and came up holding two of 
the tall glasses, each roughly one-fifth full of a colorless liquid. 
Holding the glasses between his body and Shane’s so that they were 
shielded from the view of others in the bar, he passed one to Shane. 

“Happier days,” he said, and tilted up his glass to empty it in a 
swallow. Shane imitated him, and the harsh oiliness of the liquor 
flamed in his throat, taking his breath away. As he had suspected, it 
was a raw, illegally distilled, highsproof liquid with nothing in com 
mon with the earlier aquavit but the name i shared, Even after he 
had downed it, it continued to sear the lining of his throat like sooty 
fire. 

Shane reached automatically for his untouched glass of beer to 
lave the internal burning. The bartender had already taken back 
their two liquor glasses and moved away down the bar to serve 
another customer. Shane swallowed gratefully. The thick-bodied ale 
was gentle as water afler the rough-edged moonshine, A warmth 
began slowly co spread through his body. The hard comers of his 
und rounded: and on the heels of that soothing. without effort th 
time, came his comforting, familiar daydream of the Avenger, The 
Avenger, he told himself, had been there unnoticed in the square 
during the executions, and by now he was lying in waitin a spot from 
which he could ambush the Aalaag father and son, and still escape 
before police could be called, A small black-and-gold rod, stolen 
from an Aalaag arsenal, was in his hand as he stood fo one side of an 
‘open window. looking down a street up which two figures in green 
and silver armor were riding toward him, 
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“Another, sir?” 
Ik was the bartender back again. Startled, Shane glanced at his ale 
glass and saw that it, too, was now empty. But another shot of that 
liquid dynamite? Or even another glass of the ale? He could risk 
neither, Just as in facing Lyt Ahn an hour or so from now he must be 
sure not to show any sign of emotion while reporting what he had 
been forced to witness in the square, 50 neither must he show the 
slightest sign of any drunkenness or dissipation. These, too, were 
‘weaknesses not permitted servants of the aliens, as the alien did not 
dhem in himself 
he said, “I've got to go. 

“One drink did it for you?” The bartender inclined his head. 
“You're lucky, sit. Some of us don’t forget that easily 

The touch of a sneer in the bitterness of the other's voice flicked 
«at Shane's already overtight nerves. A sudden sour fury boiled up in 
him. What did this man know of what it was like (o live with the 
‘Aalag, 10 be treated always with the indifferent affection that was 
below contempt—the same sort of affection a human might give a 
clever pet animal—and all the while Co witness scenes like those in 
the square, not once or twice a year but weekly, perhaps daily? 

“Listen—,"" he snapped, bux checked himself, Once more, he had 
nearly given away what he was and what he did, 

‘Yes, sit?" said the bartender, after a moment of watching him, 
“Y'm listening.” 

Shane thought he read suspicion in the other’s voice. That read- 
ing might only be the echo of his own inner turmoil, but he could 
not take a chance. 

“Listen,” he said again, dropping his voice, “why do you think 1 
wear this outfit?" 

He indicated his pilgrim’s robe. 

“You took a vow.” The bartender’s voice was dry now, remote. 

"No, You don't understand... 2” 

‘The unaccustomed warmth of the drink in him triggered an inspi- 
ration, The image of the butterfly stid into—and blended with—his 
image of the Avenger, “You think it was just 2 bad accident, out 
there in the square just now? Well, it wasn't. Not just accidental, 1 
‘mean—I shouldn't say anything.” 

“Not an accident?” The barrender frowned; but when he spoke 
‘again, his voice, like Shane's, was lowered to a more cautious note. 
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“Of course, the man ending on the blades—it wasn’t planned to 

finish that way,” muttered Shane, leaning toward him. “The Pilgrim 
Shane broke off. “You don't know about the Pilgrim?” 

“The Pilgrim? What Pilgrim?" The bartender's face came close. 

Now they were both almost whispering, 

“If you don’t know, 1 shouldn't say—" 

“You've said quite a lot already— 

Shane reached out and touched his sic-foot staf of polished oak 
leaning against the bar beside him. 

“This is one of the symbols of the Pilgrim," he said. “"There're 
‘others, You'll see his mark one of these days und you'll know that 
attack on the Aalaag in the square didn’t just happen by accident. 
That's all I can tell you.” 

It was a good note to leave on. Shane picked up the staff, :umed 
quickly and went out, It was not until the door to the bar closed 
behind him that he relaxed. For a moment he stood breathing the 
cooler air of the street, letting his head clear, His hands, he saw, 
were trembling. 

As his head cleared, sanity returned. A cold dampness began to 
make itself felt on his forehead in the outside air. What had gotten 
into him? Risking everything just to show off to some unknown 
bartender? Fairy tales like the one he had just hinted at could find 
their way back to Aalaag ears—specifically (o the ears of Lyt Aha. If 
the aliens suspected he knew something about a human resistance 
movement, they would want to know a great deal more from hin; in 
which case death on the triple blades might tun out to be some- 
thing he would long for, not dread. 

‘And yet, there had beer.a great feeling during the few seconds he 
had shared his fantasy with the bartender, almost as if it were some- 
thing real. Almost as great a feeling as the triumph he had felt on 
seeing the butterfly survive. For a couple of moments he had come 
alive almost, as part of a world holding a Pilgrim-Avenger who could 
defy the Aalaag. A Pilgrim who left his mark at the scene of each 
Aalaag crime as a promise of retribution to come. The Pilgrim, who 
in the end would rouse the world to overthrow its (yrannical, alien 
murderers. 

He turned about and began 10 walk hurriedly toward the square 
‘again, and to the street beyond it that would take him to the airport 
where the Aalaag courier ship would pick him up, There was an 
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empty feeling in his stomach at the prospect of facing Lyt Ahn, but 
‘at the same time his mind was seething. If only he had been born 
with a more athletic body and the insensitivity to danger that made a 
real resistance fighter. The Aalaag thought they had exterminated 
all cells of human resistance two years ago. The Pilgrim could be 
real. His role was a role any man really knowledgeable about the 
aliens could play—if he had absolutely no fear, no imagination to 
make him dream nights of what the Aalaag would do to hima when, a8 
they eventually must, they caught and unmasked him. Unhappily, 
Shane was not such a man, Even now, he woke sweating from 
nightmares in which the Aalaag had caught him in some small sin, 
and he was about to be punished, Some men and women, Shane 
among them, had a horror of deliberately inflicted pain... . He 
shuddered, grimly, fear and fury making an acid mix in his belly that 
shut out awareness of his surroundings. 

This cauldron of inner feelings brewed an indifference to things 
around him that almost cost him his life. That and the fact that he 
had, on leaving the bar, automatically pulled the hood of his robe up 
over his head to hide his features, particularly from anyone who 
‘might later identify him as having been in a place where a bartender 
had been told about someone called “the Pilgrim.” He woke from 
his thoughts only at the faint rasp of dirt-stiff rags scuffing on ce- 
‘ment pavement behind him, 

He checked and turned quickly. Not two meters behind, a man 
carrying a wooden knife and a wooden club studded with glass 
chips, his thin body wound thick with rags for armor, was creeping 
up on him, 

Shane turned again, to run. But now, in the suddenly tomblike 
silence and emptiness of the street, two more such men, armed with 
clubs and stones, were coming out from between buildings on ei 
ther side to block his way. He was caught between the one bebind 
and the two ahead. 

His mind was suddenly icy and brilliant. He had moved in one 
jump through a flash of fear into something beyond fright, into a 
feeling tight as strung wire, like the reaction on nerves of a massive 
dose of stimulant. Automatically, the last two years of training took 
‘over. He flipped back his hood so that it could not block his periph 
eral vision, and grasped his staff with both hands a foot and a half 
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apart in its middle, holding it up at a slant before him, and turning 
80 as to try to keep them all in sight at once. 

The three paused. 

Clearly, they were feeling they had made a mistake, Seeing him 
with the hood over his head and his head down, they must have 
{aken him for a so-called “praying pilgrim," one of those who bore 
staff and cloak as a token of nonviolent acceptance of the sinful state 
of the world which had brought all people under the alien yoke, 
They hesitated. 

“All right, pilgrim,” said a tall man with reddish hair, one of the 
two who had come out in front of him. “Throw us your pouch and 
you can go.” 

For a second, irony was like a bright metallic taste in Shane's 
mouth, The pouch at the cond around a pilgrim’s waist contained 
most of what worldly goods he might own; but the three surround: 
ing him now were "vagabonds"—Nonservs—individuals who either 
could not or would not hold the job assigned them by the aliens. 
Under the Aalaag rule, such outcasts had nothing (o lose. Faced by 
ree like this, almost any pilgrim, praying or not, would have given 
up his pouch. But Shane could not. In his pouch, besides his own 
possessions, were official papers of the Aalaag government that be 
was carrying to Lyt Abn; and Lyt Abn, warrior from birth and by 
tradition, would neither understand nor show mercy to a servant 
who failed to defend property he carried. Better the clubs and 
stones Shane faced now than the disappoinunent of Lyt Ahn, 

Come and get it," he said, 

His voice sounded strange in his own cars. The stalf he held 
scemed light as a bamboo pole in his grasp. Now the vagabonds 
‘were moving in on hi, It was necessary to break out of the ring they 
were forming around him and get his back to something 90 that he 
could face them all atthe same time, . . . There wasa storefront to 
his left just beyond the short, gray-haired vagabond moving in on 
hhign from that direction, 

Shane feinted at uhe tall, reddish-haired man to his right, then 
leaped left. The short-bodied vagabond struck at him with a club as 
Shane came close, but the staf in Shane's hand brushed it aside and 
the staff's lower end slammed home, low down on the body of the 
vagabond. He went down without a sound and lay huddled up. 
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‘Shane hurdled him, reached the storefront and turned about to face 
the other two. 

As he turned, he saw something im the air, and ducked instinc- 
lively. A rock rang against the masonry at the edge of the glass store 
window, and glanced off. Shane took a step sideways to put the glass 
behind him on both sides. 

The remaining two were by the curb now, facing him, still spread 
‘out enough so that they blocked his escape. The reddish-haired man 
‘was scowling a little, tossing another rock in his hand. But the 
expanse of breakable glass behind Shane deterred him. A dead or 
battered human was nothing: but broken store windows meant an 
immediate automatic alarm to the Aalaag police, and the Aalaag 
‘were not merciful in their elimination of Nonserys. 

“Last chance.” said the reddish-haired man. “Give us the 
potch—" 

Ashe spoke, he and his companion launched a siaultaneous rush 
at Shane, Shane leaped to his left to take the man on that side Birst, 
and get out away from the window far enough (o swing his stave 
freely. He brought its top end down in an overhand blow that 
parried the club blow of the vagabond and struck the man himself to 
the ground, where he sat, clutching at an arm smashed between 
elbow and shoulder. 

Shane pivoted to face the reddish-haired man, who was now on 
tiptoes, stretched up with his own heavy club swung back in both 
hands over his head for a crushing down-blow. 

Reflexively, Shane whirled up the bottom end of his staff, and the 
tough, fire-hardened tip, traveling at eye-blurring speed, smashed 
into the angle where the other man’s lower jaw and neck met. 

The vagabond tumbled, and tay still in the street, his head now 
bent unnaturally sideways on his neck. 

Shane wi around, panting, staff ready. But the man whose 
arm he had smashed was already running off down the street in the 
direction from which Shane had just come. The other two were still 
down and showed no intention of getting up. 

The street was still. 

Shane stood, snorting in great gasps of air, leaning on his staff I 
was incredible, He had faced three armed men—armed at least in 
the same sense that he, himself, was armed—and he had defeated 
them all. He looked at the fallen bodies and could hardly believe it. 
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All his practice with the quarterstaff . . . it had been for defense: 
and he had hoped never to have to use it against even one oppo- 
nent. Now, here had been three . . . and he had won. 

He felt strangely warm, large and sure. Perhaps, it came to him 
suddenly, this was the way the Aalaag felt. If so, there could be 
worse feelings. It was something lung-flling and spine-straighten- 
ing to know yourself a fighter and a conqueror. Perhaps it was just 
this feeling he had needed to have, 1o understand the Aalaag—be 
bad ceded to conquer, powerfull, agninst great odds as they 
He felt close to rejecting all he bitterness and hate that had been 
building in him the past two years. Perhaps might actually could 
make ngh, He went forward (o examine the men he had downed. 

‘They were both dead. Shane stood looking down at them. They 
had appeared thin enough, bundled in their rags, but it was not unl 
he stood directly over them that he saw how bony and narrow they 
actually were. They were like claw-handed skeletons 

He stood, gazing down at the last one he had killed, and slowly the 
fresh warmth and pride within him began to leak out. He saw the 
stubbled sunken cheeks, the stringy neck, and the sharp angle of the 
Jawbone jutting through the skin of the dead face against the con- 
crete. These features jumped at his mind, The man must have been 
starving—iterally starving, He looked at the other dead man and 
thought of the one who had run away. All of them must have been 
starving, for some days now. 

‘With a rush, his sense of victory went out of him, and the sicken- 
ing bile of bitterness rose once more in his throat, Here he had been 
dreaming of himself as a warrior, A great hero—the slayer of two 
armed enemies. Only the weapons carried by those enemies had 
been sticks and stones, and the enemies themselves were half-dead 
‘men with barely the strength to use what they carried. Not Aalaag, 
not the powerfully armed world conquerors challenged by his ima 
inary Pilgrim, but humans like himself, reduced to near animals by 
those who thought of these and Shane, in commion, as “cattle.” 

The sickness flooded all through Shane. Something like a ticking 
time bomb in him exploded. He turned and ran for the square 

‘When he got there, it was still deserted. Breathing deeply, he 
slowed to a walk and went across it, toward the now still body on the 
triple blades and the other body at the foot of the wall. The fury was 
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‘gone out of him now, and also the sickness. He felt empty, empty of 
everything—even of feat. It was a strange sensation to have fear 
rmissing—to have it all over with; all the sweats and nightmares of 
two years, all the trembling on the brink ofthe precipice of action. 

He could not say exactly, even now, how he had finally come to 
step off that precipice at last, But it did not matter, Just as he knew 
that the fear was not gone for good. Itwould return. But that did not 
tmatter, ether. Nothing mattered, even the end he must almost 
certainly come to, now. The only thing that was important was that 
he had finally begun to act, to do something about a world be could 
no longer endure as it was. 

Quite calmly he walked up to the wall below the blades holding 
the dead man, He glanced around 10 see if he was observed, but 
there was no sign of anyone either in the square or watching from 
‘the windows that overlooked it 

He reached into his pocket for the one piece of metal he wax 
allowed to cary. It was the key to his personal ling quarters in Lyt 
‘Abn's Headquarters, at Minneapolis, in what had once been known 
as the United States of America. It was made of some special alloy 
developed by the Aalaag—"warded," a8 all uch keys had to be, 10 
that it would not set off an alarm by disturbing the field which the 
‘Aalaag had set up over every city and hamlet to warn of unautho- 
rized metal weapons in the possession of humans. With the tip of 
the key, Shane scratched a rough figure on the wall below the body: 
the Pilgrim and his sal 

TThe hard tip of the metal key bit easily through the weathered 
surface ofthe brick tothe original light red color undereath. Shane 
turned away, puting the key back into his pouch, The shadows of 
late afternoon had already begun to fall from the buildings to hide 
‘what he had done. And the bodies would not be removed until 
surnrise—this by Aalaag law. By the time the figure scratched on the 
brick was firs seen by one ofthe aliens, be would be back among the 
“cattle” of Lyt Abn's household, indistinguishable among them. 
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Indistinguishable, but different, from now on—in a way the 
‘Aalaag had yet to discover. He turned and walked swiftly away down 
the street that would bring him to the alien courier ship that was 
waiting for him, The colorful licker of a butterfly’s wings—or 
hhaps it was just the glint of a reflection off some high window i 
seemed momentarily 10 wink with color—caught the edge of his 
vision, Perhaps, the thought came suddenly and warmly, it actually 
was the butterfly he had seen emerge from its cocoon in the square. 
It was good to feel that it might be the same small, free creature. 

“Enter a Pilgrim,” he whispered to it tnumphantly. “Fly, lle 
brother. Fly!” 


2 


Di oer teas 
crowded bus that had brought the artine passengers from Bologna 
—as frequently happened in wintertime, the airport at Milan, Italy 
‘was fogged in; and the courier ship, like the commercial jets, had 
been forced to set down in Bologna—Shane Evert caught a glimpse 
‘out of the corner of his eye of a small stick figure, inconspicuously 
etched on the base of a lamppost. 

He did not dare (0 look at «directly, but the side glance was 
enough. He flagged a taxi and gave the driver the address of the 
‘Aalaag Headquarters for the city 

“E feddo, Milano,"*said the driver, wheeling the cab through the 
nearly deserted morning streets 

Shane gave him a monosyllable in a Swiss accent, by way of 
agreetnent, Milan was indeed cold in November. Cold and hard, To. 
the south, Florence would be still soft and warm, with blue skies and 
sunlight, The driver was probably hoping to start a conversation 
and find out what brought his human passenger to an alien HQ, and 
hat was dangerous. Ordinary humans did not love those who 
worked for the Aalaag. If say nothing, Shane thought, he may be 
suspicious, No, on second thought, he'll just think from the Swiss 
accent that I'm someone with a relative in trouble in this city and 
who doesn’t fee! like conversation. 

The driver spoke of the summer now past. He regretted the 
passing of the old days when tourists had come through. 
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To both these statements, Shane gave the briefest of responses. 
‘Then there was silence in the cab except for the noise of travel. 
Shane leaned his staff at a more comfortable angle against his right 
Jeg and left shoulder, 10 better accommodate it to the small passen- 
ger compartment of the cab. He smoothed his gray robe over his 
knees. The image of the stick figure he had seen still floated in his 
mind. It was identical to the figure he himself had first marked upon 
a wall beneath the triple hooks with the dead man on them, in 
‘Aalborg, Denmark over balf a year ago. 

But he had not marked this one on the . Nor, indeed, 
had he marked any of the other such figures he had glimpsed about 
the world during the last eight months. One moment of emotional 
rebellion had driven him to create an image that was now apparently 
‘spawning and multiplying to fill his waking as well as his sleeping 
hours with recurring nightmares. It did no good to remind hinnself 
that no one could possibly connect him with the original graffito. It 
did no good wo know that all these eight months since, he had been 
aan impeccable servant of Lyt Ahn, 

Neither fact would be of the slightest help if for some reason Lyt 
‘Ahn, or any other Aalaag. should believe there was cause (o connect 
him with any one of the scratched figures. 

‘What insane, egocentric impulse had pushed hit (o use his own 
usual pilgrim-sect disguise as the symbol of opposition to the 
aliens? Any other shape would have done as well, But he had had the 
alcohol of the Danish bootleg liquor inside him; and with the mem- 
ory of the massive Aalaag father and son in the square watching the 
death of the man they had condemned and executed—above all, 
with the memory of their conversation, which he alone of all the 
humans there could understand—also burning in him, for one brief 
‘moment reason had flown out the window of his mind. 

So, now his symbol had been ken up and had become the 
symbol of what was obviously an already existent human Under- 
ground in opposition to the Aalaag, an Underground he had never 

| The very fact that it existed at all forecast bloody tragedy 
for any human foolish enough to be related to it. By their own 
standards the Aalaag were unsparingly fair. But they considered 
humans as “cattle,” and a cattle owner did not think in terms of 
being “unfair to a sick or potentially dangerous bull that had 
become a farm problem. 
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“Not now,” said Shane. He started to push past but the other 
‘caught him by the loose fabric of the overalls over Shane's chest. 

“No, it has to be now. Don’t you understand? They're going; but 
they're leaving behind everything of their technology they built into 
places like this. People who don’t understand seem to think that 
with a litde jiggering and poking we can learn how to work these 
things. But we can’t. Ordinary people don't understand what the 
‘xap between our technology and the Aalaag’s really means. trl take 
Years of study for us to understand what they've left behind; and 
‘even then the chances we'll learn how to use it—anyway, you've got 
to help by speaking to your own Corps people. Tell them—make 
them understand they mustn't try to monkey with the technological 
stuff, even those that worked with some of it under Aalsag direction, 
And those people outside have to be made to understand that 
technicians like those in my Corps have got to be protected and 
supported for the years of work it'll take—" 

“I'm sorry,” Shane broke away from him. “I can't help you now. 
Tve got t0 go. Good-bye.” 

He kept walking. The other followed alongside him for some little 
distance, still alhing to him, but Shane refused (o answer or look at 
him, Finally the Maintenance Corps Commander gave up and Shane 
was alone when he came at last to the main entrance of the House 
and found it wide open. 

He stepped out from it into the chill sunlight of a November 
morning and caught sight as he passed through it of a grayness to 
the outside edge of the entrance. He wmed and looked up at the 
building and saw only the sheer rise of blank concrete wall sur- 
rounding the darkness of the entrance, No silver coating flowed 
over that surface. 

He turned away again and looked our over the square. At its far 
end, some vehicles were parked, some passenger cars, two heavy, 
aarmy-type trucks and three ambulances. There were people around 
them, standing and talking; but whatever work they had come there 
to do had evidently mostly been done, for there was no air of 
urgency about those in movement. Here and there could be seen 
the tall figures of Aalaag in full armor with only their faces uncov- 
ered. Shane recognized them all as junior officers experiencing that 
rare thing for an Aalaag—free time. They wandered about the dead 
bodies in the square like tourists at an amusement park, discovering. 
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and calling each other's attention to things. They and the humans 
around the vehicles paid no attention (o each other's presence. 

He blinked his eyes in the daylight, although it did not seem that 
‘strong after the day-bright lighting inside. Suill, he was shocked to 
realize that a full, cold might had passed while he sat or stood, and 
waited for and with Lyt Ahn. 

He looked last at the part of the square at his feet, right up against 
the House of Weapons, and knew finally why he had come. What was 
here had called him, The dead. Those he had killed. 

They lay in windrows like breeze-heaped leaves all mixed to- 
gether, bodies in pilgrim cloaks and bodies in the black uniforms of 
the Interior Guard. Those who were merely wounded, if there had 
been any stich after ataves and poisoned bullets had done their 
work, had evidently already been removed. 

He began to walk among them. looking at their faces. He was 
surprised at the serenity of the features of most of them; until he 
realized that neither poison nor staff-blows would have brought 
death 90 swiflly that the body would not have had a chance to relax, 
and the expression of the features when death came would have 
shared in that relaxation. The charge of the crowd upon the Guards- 
men had scattered the black-uniformed men, and so the dead tay in 
separate clumps where one or more Guardsmen had been brought 
down. 


It was remarkable how similar pilgrim and play-soldier looked in 
death, Shane had not expected so many to look so young, That the 
‘Guardsmen should look 40 was not surprising. Those lined up be- 
fore the building had been from the lowest ranks of that Corps and 
had indeed been young. Overgrown boys in most instances. But he 
had not expected so many of those in gray cloaks, men and women 
alike, also to show such youth 

Not that there were not older faces to be seen among them. He 
reached one heap and thought he saw something familiar in 
cloaked body that lay on its back near the top of the heap, but with 
its face and upper body covered by the pilgrim corpse that had fallen 
‘on top of it. 

He bent to take hold of the corpse on top and with some effort 
rolled it aside. The face on the body underneath was uncovered. It 
was the body of Peter, 

He stood over it, looking down. 
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‘He should have expected it, be told himself, from the last words 
of the Englishman, when the other had squeezed Shane's shoulder 
and spoken in his ear, just before Shane ran for the protection of the 
lines of the Guardsmen. 

“See you on the other side.” Peter had said. 

‘The words had sounded overdone to Shane at the ime, almost 
melodramatic, and not like what Peter would normally say. He had 
supposed then that their unnaturalness was owing to the fact that 
Peter was playing up the pretense of everyone that Shane would be 
able to give Lyt Abn the human ultimatum and still walk back out of 
the House of Weapons alive—something none of them in their 
hearts could have wctually believed. 

But Shane understood now that it had not been pretense at all 
that had caused Peter to speak so. The other man must have 
planned from the beginning to be in the first wave of those in the 
square, whenever the time came to clash with the Guards. Peter 
must have been telling only the truth when he said that he believed 
that Shane could see the gigantic shadow-figure of the actual Pil- 
grim. It would have been that sort of belief in him which had led 
Peter to form his Resistance group in London, He had been one of 
those who, from the first, had truly believed that humans would do 
anything rather than continue to endure the Aalaag in the long run. 

Now, Shane was alive after all. 

And Peter was dead. 

He deserved better than to have his body lie sprawled like this, 
awkwardly in a pile of other, nameless corpses. Undoubtedly, there 
‘would be people along in due time to take all the bodies from the 
square for proper interment or disposal. But until then, Shane 
thought, he could at least pull Peter off the pile and straighten out 
his limbs decently, 

He began to do 40. Like the body he had to remove first from 
above hit, Peter's lifeless form was heavy and difficult to move. As it 
finally came free from the pile. it exposed the bottom layer of the 
heap, in particular the body just beneath. Shane was concentrating 
‘on nothing but Peter; but suddenly he knew without looking, 

Slowly, on neck muscles that fought against the movement, he 
turned his head to look at who lay under Peter; and in was Maria. 

There was an end to feeling in him. 
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other bodies and laying him out on the cold concrete with his legs 
straight and together and his arms at his sides. Then Shane went 
back to the heap and began to move bodies so that he could get 
Maria out. 

Ic was a hard task, Some of the bodies, particularly those of two of 
the Guardsmen which he had to shift, were heavier than be was. But 
he kept at it and finally he had removed all who in any way lay upon 
Maria. Uncovered, she lay still, with the same relaxed face as the 
‘others, as if she slept. Only a breath of the wind stirred a wisp of her 
dark hair, blowing it across her closed eyes anid forehead. Unthink- 
ingly he set the hair gently back in place. 

Tt was then he noticed that her left leg had been broken, Either 
Peter or the last body he had removed, had fallen on itn such a way 
‘as to deal it a blow below the knee; and the distortion of the over- 
‘stressed bone was visible. As gently as if she was sill alive, he drew 
her free to lie beside Peter and set about straightening her out as 
naturally as 

With the two of them at last clear on the concrete, he sat down 
beside Maria and took her hand in his, 1 felt waxy and there was a 
stiffness to it. His own hands could not warm it; and the longer he 
sat there, the more he became unable to endure the fact that she 
should lie here, like this. He could not shift Peter any distance, but 
surely he could carry her, say, as far as one of the ambulances that 
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‘were still parked at the edge of the square, and lay her out decently 
on one of the stretchers inside it. 

He squatted on the concrete at her side, got one arm under her 
shoulders and head, the other under her hips: and, holding her, he 
struggled to his feet. He began to carry her toward the nearest 
ambulance, perhaps fifty steps away across the square, standing 
empty and waiting with its back door open. 

For perhaps a dozen steps he had no doubt he could make it; and 
then swiftly—too swiftly—the weight of her body began to tell on his 
‘arms and shoulders. He would not have thought it would be so hard 
to carry the body of a relatively small person such as she had been. 
His knees, his back, his whole body began to give; and a fury took 
him that he could not do this last thing for her—carry her to-a place 
where she could be laid down properly. 

His knees gave finally. He sank down on them and managed with 
shaking arms to lower Maria gently to the concrete. rather than 
simply dropping her, He sat, squatting on his knees, with his head 
bowed over her, I'll muke it, he told himself, 1'l get her there if it 
aa hundred tries like this 

“—Shane-beast, is that you?” 

He looked up to see one of the young Aalag officers looking 
down at him. It was the tall one who had helped to get him free from 
the questioner in the corridor when he had been on his way to the 
cothce of Lyt Ahn 

“Yes, untarnished sir,” he answered automatically 

“They were warriors, were they not?” said the tall Aalaag enthusi- 
astically, looking around the square at the dead. “Beasts, and 
‘lumay at it, but warriors—what are you doing with that particular 
dead one, Shane-beast?” 

“It is my mate,” said Shane duly. “I was taking it to lie properly in 
‘one of the medical vehicles at the edge of the square.” 

“And you were Loo small to carry it all that distance yourself," said 
the Aalaag. “How does it come that someone like you had a mate 
‘who was on the side of those cattle who attacked our beast-troops?” 

“It is a long story, untarnished sir,” said Shane dull. 

“Nevermind. Lunderstand. It was unwell, this mate of yours, like 
the rest, was it not? But it also, like the rest, was a warrior. Here, 1 
will take it for you.” 

The officer leaned down and scooped up Maria with one hand and 
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arm. His armored fingertips among Maria's dark hair held her head 
gently. The rest of her body weight was supported on his crooked 
forearm. He carried her as if she was no weight at all, 
“Come,” he said. 
Shane forced himself to his feet. Together, the Aalaag carrying 
Maria, they paced across the square to the ambulance with the door 


open. 

“You wish her where? Ah, 1 sce the surface you mean,” The 
‘Aalaag slid Maria's body on one of the stretchers fastened to the 
side of the ambulance. Shane pushed in after him to lift her arms up 
and cross them on her breast. 

“That is good,” said the Aalaag. “Stay with your mate, Shane- 
besa. I the caule bad been alike you we woukl not have to be 

wing.” 

He turned and went back across the square to join several others 
of the Aalaag there and evidently to tell the story of Shane and 
Maria, for he gestured with his thumb toward the ambulance as he 


Meanwhile, Shane sat numbly beside the motionless form of Ma- 
ria, He had taken a blanket {rom one of the other stretchers and 
covered her, all but her face, so that it was almost as if she was 
merely unconscious, not dead. His mind was still a void; and all he 
felt inside him was the emptiness that had been with him for some 
tume now, The only thought he seemed able to manage was that he 
hhad killed those who lay about him in the square; therefore pethaps 
it was fitting that he should have killed Peter and Maria as well. 
‘Some minutes passed. Suddenly there was a voice shouting at him 
and he was literally jerked away from the cot. 

“. . . stay clear, can’t you?" 

‘There were wo figures in white coats. They had pulled him from 
the side of Maria and thrust him clear out of the ambulance. They 
were now bustling about Maria as if in some unholy ritual, hooking 
her up with electric cords to some box with a screen, across which a 
line of light jumped and ran, pulling away the blanket he had cov- 
ered her with and wrapping her with some sort of endless, heavy 
bandage. One of them was pushing something into her mouth as if 
he would ram it clear down her throat. 

“Stop it!” he shouted at them, and started to clamber back into 
the ambulance to stop them, when he was caught from behind and 
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found each of his arms held, straightened out in the grip of a blue- 
Uniformed policeman so that any attempt to move forward brought 
aan excruciating pain to his elbows. “Let me go!” 

“Keep him out of here!” said one of the white-coated figures, 
without turning its head. “There's a chance—aside from that bro- 
ken leg I think she’s only hypothermic . . 

“Come on with us, friend,” said one of the policemen. and the 
pain in his arm increased until it forced Shane to turn away from the 
‘open end of the ambulance. 

“Wait! Nol" Shane cried. “You mean she’s alive? There’s a 
chance?” 

“Come on with us," said the policeman as the two of them 
marched him in the direction. “We've got to get you out of here.” 

“But I'v : 
crying. “I 

The footsteps of the policemen slowed for just a second and they 
looked across Shane at each other 
1 doesn’t matter,” muttered the one who had not yet spoken. 
' for your own safety. We've got 10 get you out of here before 
some crowd comes along. Do you know what they'd de to you, 
dressed like that?” 

Shane had completely forgotten that he still wore his indoor 
uniform coveralls from the House of Weapons 

“It doesn’t matter,” he said, as they came 10 a patrol car. “It 
doesn’t matter what happens to me. I've got to know if she's alive, 1 
tell you!” 

He played his last card. 

“Don't you understand?” he said. “I'm the Pilgrim—The Pil- 
grim!” 

“Sure, Sure you are . . .” One of the policemen shoved him into 
the back of the patrol car and got in with him, while the other 
climbed behind the wheel. A moment later they were underway, 
moving away from the square. away from Maria, headed for down- 
town Minneapolis. 

‘They held him in the jail for nearly ten hours. At the end of that 
time, there were footsteps in the corridor and Mr. Shepherd—still 
dressed in a gray pilgrims cloak—showed up, along with one of his 
jailers, who let him out with a touch of apologetic awe. 
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“Maria!” was the first word he said to Shepherd. “I've got to know 
if she’s alive— 

“She is,” said Shepherd. “We'll take you (o the hospital now. I'm 
sorry about this. There were supposed to be some of our own men 
‘on duty at the square at all times, just in case you were able to come 
back out afier all; but something seems to have gone wrong, We'll 
find out about that later. . . ." 

‘Shane paid no attention (o the rest of what Shepherd was trying to 
tell him, Everything, in fact, was a blur until he got to the hospital 
and the room where Maria lay under white sheets, with a massive- 
seeming cast on her left leg. She smiled palely up at him, He had 
‘only a few seconds with her before the nurse and Shepherd—for 
different reasons, but united in execution of them—iterally pulled 
him out of the room again. 

“Peter pushed me behind him at the last minute before they 
fired," she had told Shane. “I couldn't pull myself out with my leg 
broken. I felt sure someone would come and then, when they didn’t, 
cold as it was... [just went to sleep.” 

“Tl be back!” he shouted at her fiercely from the corridor, as he 
was finally led away by Shepherd. 

“Where are we going?” he demanded of the other man. They had 
been caught up with and surrounded by half a dozen men also in 
oaks and carrying staves, some with the same faces as those who 
had taken him through the crowd 10 the House of Weapons, 
“Where's your friend Wong?” 

Shepherd coughed dryly. 

"Mr. Wong and I belong to different areas of thought," he said 
“Now that the Aalaag are leaving, we more or less find ourselves on, 
‘opposite sides of the table again. But nevermind that. A few others 
have come out of the aliens” Headquarters building since you did; 
and we managed to save some of them from the crowds of pilgrims 
roaming the streets. The word they give us is that the chief Aalaag— 
the one you worked for personally—is just about to leave for their 
Fleet, which is up in orbit; and he won't be back. We didn’t expect 
that—I suppose we expected like a ship's captain he'd be the last to 
leave when the ship went down. If he does go, the question it leaves 
‘us with is—who down here speaks for the aliens until the rest of 
them are all gone? We need you to go back into the Headquarters 
building and find that out for us." 
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They were getting into a car—no, into several cars, for cloaked 

wendants were evidently once more going to escort them. Shane 
let himself be bundled into the back seat of one large car and was 
joined a second later by Mr. Shepherd. 

“What on earth do you want to know that for?” Shane asked, 
staring at the other man, “With the Aalaag there'll always be some- 
‘one in command; but what difference does it make to you who it is?’ 

"J's just that there could be things to discuss,” said Shepherd, as 
the car pulled away. “The ownership of what they're leaving behind 
them, for example, whether they ever intend to come back, whether 
we'd be welcome if we ever get out into space and nun into their 
people again—that sort of thing.” 

“My God!” Shane stared at him. "You don’t suppose one of the 
‘Aalaag’d speak to you, of any other human about things like that, do 

cn, 
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“When are people like you going to understand that the Aalaag 
aren't like us?” he demanded. “Would you let yourself be stopped 
and oinked at if you were leaving a farmyard full of pigs—or stopped 
und based at if you were leaving a flock of sheep? They don't care 


see?" said Shepherd persuasively. “Knowledge is valuable; and 
‘we've still gota litle while in which to learn things from them. If you 
could find even one who'd be willing to come out and explain just 
why they're leaving—" 

"They're leaving because we showed them we'd rather die than 
go on being their slaves," said Shane. He stared at the older man. 
“Don't you understand that? They do!” 

“Of course. But—" 

“To this day,” said Shane, “there isn't one of them who can make 
sense out of more than one or two stray sounds in any human 
language. You couldn't talk to one of them in anything but Aalaag; 
and when you talk to him or her in Aalaag, you'd automatically be 
talking about the universe as they sce it. There's no way to describe 
to them the universe as we see it—or even this world and us—in any 
terms but theirs; and their terms automatically describe it and us the 
way they see those things, not the way we do. So what's the use of 
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your knowing who’s in command, or getting any one of them to talk 
to you? Even if you had a language in common, he'd never under- 
stand you; and you—God help you and those like you-you'd never 
understand bien!" 

Mr. Shepherd seemed to draw in on himself, sitting more stiffly. 

“We thought you'd be willing to do this one last thing for us,” he 
said, “We thought you'd want to be helpful.” 

"Helpfull” echoed Shane, 

He thought of what it must be like nove in the House of Weapons, 
He thought of the news that Lyt Ahn was about to leave; and sud- 
deny his attitude changed. Maybe, after all, there were things to be 
done by going back in there as Shepherd wanted; particularly if 
‘Shane could talk to Lyt Ahn himself, before the First Captain took 
‘off—as he would be doing eventually, in his own personal ship from 
the landing area on the roof of the building. 

‘There was nothing Shane could do about what Shepherd and his 
friends wanted to learn from the Aalaag; but there was just a chance 
the might beable to reach through to Lyt Ahn in a different way, with 
a different message that would be more worthwhile to Earth’s chil- 
dren in coming centuries than anything else that could be said to 
any Aalaag, if Lyt Ahn would listen to it 

“All right,” said Shane. “Take me there. I'll go in if they let me 
and do what 1 can.” 

‘So the car he was in, preceded and followed through the streets, 
and flanked once it entered the square, by the other vehicles accom- 
panying it, brought Shane at last to a point where the scattered 
bodies left no more room to drive closer to the entrance. The 
entrance itself was still open, wide, tall, dark and unguarded. 

“Wait for me here," Shane said, getting out. “And | do mean— 
wait!” 

He went in, 

‘Unlike the last time he had walked these halls, there were fewer 
humans to be seen and almost no Aalzag. but all moved with a 
definite purpose and none of the humans this time made any at- 
tempt to talk to Shane. 

He went toward Lyt Ahn’s office: but when he got there he found 
its door open and no Aalaag either at Lyt An's desk or at the desk 
of his aide. His heart suddenly pumping with urgency, Shane turned 
and headed toward the roof landing area, 
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He wok one of the elevators that had traditionally been forbidden 
humans; and it was fortunate that he did so, for he stepped out of 
the elevator inside the square of armed and armored Aalaag who 
were plainly on guard around the landing area. The back of a tall, 
armored figure that the years of experience had taught Shane to 
recognize as the First Captain in full war panoply was striding (0- 
ward the waiting personal vessel. 

“Stop!” said the nearest Aalaag on guard, swinging his long arm 
around toward Shane. Shane ignored him. 

“First Captain!" be shouted after the retreating figure. “You are 
still First Captain and still have a duty to hear what I have to say—for 
the suke of your duty to the Aalwag! 

The tall figure took two more steps as if it had not heard, then 
checked and slowly turned. The face was obscured. The silver pro- 
tective screen over the helmet was complete. 

“Let it come to me,” said Lyt Ahn’s voice from the featureless 
helmet. 

‘The Aalaag covering Shane with the potential death in his long 
arm moved that weapon aside. Shane walked forward toward Lyt 
‘Ahn. had been so long since he had seen the First Captain in full 
gear that he had forgotten what an imposing sight the other made. It 
‘was not until he halted, an Aalaag pace from the First Captain, that 
the facial area cleared of its protective screen and the features of Lyt 
Ahn looked down at him. 

“What duty to the Aalaag do you speak of, beast?" he said. 

“Have you forgotten who [ am so soon?” answered Shane, “I am 
‘Shane-beast. I was the Pilgrim and also in my duties to the Aalaag a 
faithful servant to you. I spoke the truth.” 

“What have the noises of a beast to do with my duty?” 

1 am Shane-beast, Call me by that name.”" 

“All beasts are but beasts to me. Answer quickly, or you will be 
destroyed, 

“I have faced destruction many times. Now is no different,” said 
Shane; and was surprised to realize that he meant what he said. 
“What happens in this moment is more important than my life—or 
yours, First Captain of the Aalaag Expedition to this planet.” 

“We will both pass away, soon enough, said Lyt Ahn, expression- 
lessly, "I will give you one more chance to say something that will 
Justify my listening to you.” 
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“You must not go on that reconnaissance to discover what has 
become of your son.” 

‘There was a brief but tense Aalaag silence. 

“I must nov? Do you use those words to me, beast?” 

“You will not, for the sake of your duty.” 

“My duty forbids it? You are truly unwell, beast." Lyt Ahn began 
to umn back toward his waiting vessel. 

“Your duty to the survival of the Aalaag,” said Shane, “Your own 
knowledge that to some extent, Laa Ehon, though unwell, was cor- 
“Correct? What beast-nonsense is this—even assuming a beast 
could know if an Aalaag was correct or incorrect?” 

“Listen to me, First Captain,” said Shane. “I said once in your 
office that in some ways the Aalaag and we humans were too much 
alike. The Aalaag would not endure conquest. We humans found we 
could not endure conquest, But we still live and grow, The Aalaag 
have stopped growing and are beginning to die. You know this,” 

Shane stopped, waiting for a reaction from the tall figure. 

“Go on—while you can, beast,” said Lyt Abn. 

“La Ehon would have taken the first step in giving up the old, old 
dream of recovering your home worlds, and beginning to live and 
(grow all over again as a new race on new worlds, I would not have 
understood that myself a year ago, but my mate has helped me to 
see it. On new worlds, in partnership—not as conquerors and con- 
quered—with whoever own the worlds they settle on, the Aalaag can 
begin again that growth without which a people must die. It's too 
late to have such a partnership here, with my people, But the Aalaag 
can be saved if they look for it elsewhere with a people that, like 
them and like us, will not be subjugated, but can be lived with.” 

He stopped speaking. Lyt Ahn made no response 

“That is the duty I spoke of,” said Shane swiftly. “Not to goon the 
reconnaissance, but to stay with your people, alive and speaking out 
for that truth that you knew to be in part of what Las Ehon was 
attempting, and the truth that lay in the fact that in the end, here, we 
you call beasts chose death rather than to go on being your ser- 
vants.” 

He stopped once more. 
Again there was silence. Finally, Lyt Ahn broke it. 
“You are a beast,” he said. “You cannot help being # beast, but 
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you are a beast. There were times past when we were together that I 
almost forgot that. Listen to me, beast.” 

He paused, 

“1 am listening,” said Shane, 

“You told me you were aware of the useful things that the Aalaag 
rule had brought to your kind on this planet. You even listed some 
of them, such as peace among yourselves and cleanliness. Such is 
the Aalaag way. We improve the lot of those beasts we find on the 
worlds we occupy.” 

In some senses,” said Shane. 

“In all senses,” said Lyt Abn, “though in the beginning, during 
the early years, the beasts are not capable of appreciating all that is 
‘being done for them. But where they endure, serviceable and appre- 
ciative, we continue also, and the time comes when the beasts fully 
understand and appreciate what has come to them with our com- 
ing” 

He paused, briefly. 

“When that time comes, they are attached to us by stronger bonds 
than they were ever able to imagine. Life, without us to order and 
‘guide them, becomes unthinkable. From that time on, we gradually 
educate them over hundreds of years in the Aalaag way. and they 
Jearn to follow it with gladness. In the end, they are such that we 
could rely upon them to give us what they should give us and do for 
tus what they should do, even if there was not a single Aalaag on their 
world to command them to it.” 

He paused again. 

“At last, they become small imitations of the Aalaag.”” Lyt Ahn 
said, “They can never become as we are, because they are not— 
cannot be—us; but they come as close as the beastlimitations of 
their natures allow them. And these, mark me, beast, are from then 
‘on numbered among those destined for special favor.” 

“And what favor is that?” Shane stared up at him. 

“When the time comes that we return to recover our worlds, if 
they volunteet—and we would never ask them—to follow and spend. 
their strength and their lives to help as far as they can in that great 
work—we will allow them to so come.” 

“You will allow them?” 

“We will allow them,” said Lyt Abn. “If and when. That was the 
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‘great possibility that you and your kind have now lost by your 
behavior. Listen to me, beast.” 

“Lam listening.” said Shane, 

“Some of our younger officers were unduly impressed by the 
‘manner in which some of your ordinary cattle, armed only with rods, 
attacked and overwhelmed members of my Corps of Interior 
Guards, who were on duty outside this place that was once my 
House, In years to come, these young officers will age and grow 
wiser. They will be disabused of their false admiration.” 

“It is not false,” said Shane. 
is not surprising that you should hold to that illusion,” said Lyt 
Ahn. "You were correct in that the impetus for it came from your 
Primitive past. But what animated those who attacked was not cour- 
age, as you and these young officers seem o believe, but a reflex 
only, a reflex of unweliness, Your kind is indeed unwell, all of them.” 
“No,” said Shane, 

“Your refusal 10 believe it makes no difference,” said Lyt Abn. 
“What makes a difference is the fact that we who are Aalaag recog- 
nize this unwellness; and so, at my order we have rejected you from 
the chance of development we have held out to well beasts. You 
called after me 10 tell me something you believed of use to me and 
the Aalaag. I have just told you something that is of use to you and 
your kind—but you will never believe it.” 

Shane continued to stare at the heavy, white face looming above 
him. Atlas, he was out of words; out of arguments that would touch 
this one individual among all the Aalaag, whom he had imagined 
hhad an open mind. 

“You understand now,” said Lyt Abn, “You conceived the conceit 
that we were leaving because you had shown yourself too brave and 

of nature for us to control. It is not $0. We, who do as 
we wish, build or destroy at our pleasure, choose to abandon you. 
Not because you have shown that you prefer death to service, but for 
a far different reason.” 
Because we will not be slaves,” said Shane thickly 

“No,” said Lyt Ahn. “Because you are unworthy.” 

The silver protective screen flowed back over his face. He turned 
‘and strode away toward the ship. Shane watched him go. In the cold 
sky above there were no clouds and his armored figure loomed 
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‘enormous. The sun gleamed and radiated from all his silver shape, 
sparkling in the joints that were the connections between the vat 
‘ous parts of the armor as if these were filled with jewels. And it 
seemed to Shane that he smelled the dust of time 


